8YNOPSIS,

' Richard Lightnut, an American with an
affected English accent, recelves a pres-
ent from a l'riuud in China. The present
ﬁrmel to be & palr of pajamns. letter
Ints of surprise to the wearer, Lightnut
dons the pajamas and late at nl;shi qots
up for a smoke. His pervant, Jenkins,
ocomes In and, failing to recognize Light-
nut, attempts to put him out, Thinking
he servant crazy, Lightnut changgs his
clothes intending to summon defp. 18N
reappaars Jenking falls on his neck
with foy, confirming Lilglitnut's bellef
that he s crazy. Jenkins telis Lightnut of
the entounter he had with a hideous
Chinaman  dressed |n pajamas. In &
ﬁ:ﬂﬂﬁ"‘ from his friend, Jack Billings,
hinut Is ssked to put up “the Kkid"
fer the nlght on his way home from col-
tge. Later Lightnut finds a beautiful
grl in bk pajamas in his room. Light-
nyt e shocked by the girl's drinking,
sgnoking and slangy talk., She tells him
hyr namoa {8 Francls and puzzlea him
with & story of her love for her siatar's
rgom-mate, named Frances. Next morn-
frg the girl 8 msaing and Lightnut hur-
ries to the boat to see her off. He ls ac-
cysted by a hu sky college boy, who calls
'.IJ.m “Diioky,’ btut he does not ses the
Jack Billings calls to spend the
ni ht with Lightnut. They discover
gceiens rubles hidden In the buttons of
¢ pajamns, Billings dons \hsdpujama.'l
and retires. Lightnut later lgcovers
In his apartment a beafy person In mut-
ton-chop whiskers and wearing pajamas.
Jenkins calla the pollee, who declars the
Intruder lo be a criminal, called “Foxy
Grandpa.' The Intruder decinres he is
Lightnut's guest and zppanls to tha la.t-
ter in valn. He 18 hustisd off to {sil
In the morning Lightnut !s astonlshed to
find Rillings gons, and more astonished
when he gets A message from the latler,
demanding his clothes. Lighttiut, boun
tor Tarrytown, Blllings' home, dlscovers
“Frances,” the xgirl of the pajamas, on
tha train, Lightnut speaks to her and al-
ludss to the |L,hz hefors. Hhe declures
indignantly that Lightnut never saw her
In black pafam ns Al Tarrylown Frances
38 met by a h uk? .r\'l.u]in youth, who
halls Lightnut as “Dicky.” The latter ig-
nores the boy, who then threatenas to
thrash him for offending Frances  Lleht-
nut takes the next train homa, Blllings
storms over the outrage of his arrost, He
and Lightout dlacover myaterioun Chi-
nese charactars on :!;‘- :\njmmn Profes-
sor Dooxenberry is called in to interprst
the hierogivphics, He raves over what he

calls the fost silk of Bl-Ling-Chi

writing declares that n person wearing
the pajamas will take on the semblance
of the previous wearer. The professor

hnr'rn\m the pnjamns for experiment.
f1ngs" dressed in pajamss 1a found In
the professor's room and is talken home

in an n la with Frances a.nd i Wo-
man Lightnut calls “the frump.” Llght-
nut I8 angered by “the rrump w slonder-
ous tallk about “Franeis.” “Billings" Is

taken to his room. A se=rvant tella Light-
nut thnt n messngs hos just ‘beaen Te-
calved r-"'t't ng thot Billings wis under ar-
reat in Mew Yorik for stealing s sult of
black pajamns

CHAPTER XXII. (Continued.)

“O!" Just a gasp, you khow; and
mYy jolly cheeks stung ns from & dash
of flery what's-its-name gauce. Bo he
knew about the pajamas, too!

I halt my chalr,

“1—I assure vou, sir—" 1 began stif-
1y.

His fussy shrug checked me. "No,
po, we'll just have to walt till Jack
geta up., The only thing I'm anxlous
about Is the scenery and the vlew
poluts; and I just koow If Francls
went with you, you would never see
any of "

By Jove, 1 thought that quite llkely
enough, but of course It was devilish
personal »f Bim to say £0. And dash
seeing the scenery and view points,
anyway—who wanted to sea them, II
they could see her? [ was just golng
to suggest this, when he went on:

“The fact 1s—" He hesltated, then
filcked hls ashea with a sigh. "“Obh,
well, eglnce I've sald as much as |
havae, 1 shonld go further, 1 suppose.
It's only falr not to leave you lo the

roge [rom

dark, especlally as my daughter wis |

enthusiastically telling me just now"”
—puff—"that she already looks on
you as one pf the family.”
"By Jove, did she
hitched to the front of the
“How dev—I mean how—"
He nodded. "And so I feel justified

though?™ 1
chalr,

in talking to you frankly—not that 1|

want to prejudice you agalnst Iran-
cls, you understand, but just because”
—his ‘hend wagged soberly—"Francls
won't do!" And he locked at me
steadlly,

Something llke a sharp paln struek
through me, Agaln—and this time
from her own father! [ just sat there
kind of frozen, you know, except that
1 could feel the smile slowly loosen-
ing {n my face. He moved to a seat
nearer,

“l don't llke to seem t& be dis
paraging my own flesh and blood, Mr.
Lightmut," he proceeded gravely, "but
the truth i{s Francis is the only one
of my children that gives me any
anxiety.”

“Oh!" 1 felt myself shrink together,
my knees slanting away from him.
My dashed menocle hung lmp.

He angled closer. “Jack's drinking
18 bad—that | admit, but perbaps—
h'm—he comes by it naturally; =still
Jack has never forgotten that he is &
gentleman—the son of a gentleman—
apd has never been what you would
call fast, but—" His chest lifted under
a deep breath—"but Francis—whewi”

“Fast—Frances " It faltered tremu-
Jously from my lips; my clgar dropped
with & soft thud, #

His eyes widenad, “Ob, yes—Iright-
fully!" Anpd he tendered me another
gigar, and | had to light it—he made
me! “Of course, the mistake was in
ever-gending Francls away (o school
~—not nlways a wise thing, Mr, Light-
nut, especlnlly when ths home life
has been too clolstered. | think the
reaction wns too much for one so

and inexperienced as Francls.
| extravessmae—-myl” He lifted
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his hands, *I thought Jack was bad
on gomething—all he had to do. Dev-
(lish gimple, you see, but then Pugsley
{8 8o Ingenlous, so—oh, clever, you
know.

enough at Cambridge with a thou-
sand-dollar apartment on the ‘Gold
Coast,’ 18 you call {t—and, by George,
yon Harvard men have got the right
name for it!—but Francls beat that in
one term’s drain on me for poker
losges and—"

“Poker?’ 1 molstened my lips. Then
1 brightened, for perhaps he meant
bridge—and that was good form, for
thers was my Aunt Julla, who llved by
ft—fact! Put his head shook impa-
tiently when [ suggested that bhe
meant this,

“Bridge!"” he exploded. “Why, Fran-
¢is doesn't know bridge from casino!
Poker, I tell you, und faro—and all
the rest. The plucking was done
nightly at a certaln—er—club, the és-
tablishment of & gentleman by the
name of McGinty—'Spot' McGloty—
oh, you know the place, then?"

I faced him earnestly. “l—er—
Judge Blllings, do I understand you—
that is, it can't be that you are speak-
ing of—er—Frances?’ 1 stammered
incredulously. *1 mean your Fru.nceu
--—*!ll'f‘l} you are not!"

“I just am!" His faw set with a
gnap. “Just who I'm talking about
and nobody else, young man! [ me&n

| my Francis—Francld Leslle Billlngs—

who olse could I mean?' He almost
| gronned. “Oh, you don't know Fran-
| cls!™

Dagh it, what they all chorused at
me! They seemed pretty positive
about 1t, too, and I waa Jolly miser-
able; but looking back now, | some-
how think of that moment as being
the point where I reached the parting
of the what-you-call-'ems,

Meantlime, her father was studying
me & little oddly and smiling,

“l see you don't quite lke what 1
say about Francis,” he remarked, pul-
fing complacantly,

I looked him straight in the aeye.
“Frankly, I don't, if you must know,"” I
plurted. Then I sorewed my monocle
tight and straightened forward. "By
Jove, 1 think you ought to he ashamed
of yvourself, you know!"

*“Wh—what's that?—Lightnut!” He
turned a beet golor and grasped the
arms of his chalr,

“Oh, I do.* T stood up and he fol-
lowed, *1 think If that poor child had
had a Mttle—er-~forbiearanca and

kindness—that sort of thing—oh, dash
i1, T just think you've been Infernally
harsh always—yes, [ do!”

“Well, I'll be—" He swallowad ft,
neck forward, and stood panting 'a bit,
“Harsh, eh?" he jerked at me. “Um!”
He stood there, his feet braced apart,
his white brows beetling at the floor.
“Hargh!” He cocked his head on one
glde, thrusting out his heavy under-
lip. Then came a eniff and & grunt,
and oh, be looked black!

And just then came a quick breath,
and I camught & murmur: "1 wonder
now If, after all, that 18 true! By
QGeorge, they say children and—" The
mwutter tralled off. ‘'Here, here, my
boy—sit dewn,'” bhe exclaimed sudden-
Iy; nnd be made me,

“] want to thank you, Lightout,” he
sald lmpressively. “It may be that
you are right. Perhaps the better
course would be gently to reason with
Francis.”

“0h, judge, 1 am sure of It,” | urged
feelingly.

*“Well, well, my boy—we'll see.” He
patted me on the knee. "I'm going
to iy your way—by George, I'll do it

’!

"WOII I'll Be—"

tonight!™ His eyes seemed to hold
me with 8 more kindly and pergonal
Interest. “Do you know [ can't tell
you how glad I am that you find so
much in Francls to llke; indeed, 1 am
dellghted.” 3till studying me atten-
tively, he musingly reached for & fresh
lHght. “In point of fact, Lightnut, 1
am free to say 1 hope the Intimacy
begun between you two will grow clog-
er. It would be a thundering good
thing for Francis and a great comiort
to me."

And, by Jove, he smiled at me—u
devilish pleasant smile!

So I just leaned forward and made
a go:

“Thanks awfully;
way—" Then 1 stuck, bogeled wildly
an instant and went on: “That 1s to
say, this Intlmacy, you know—has It
been too short to justify—" 1 gulped.
“Er—would you be willing to trust—"
And I lost the dashed Idea agaln,
floundered & bit and took another shy:
“Oh, I say, you know, have 1 your
permission to speak to Frances—er—
you know?"

“You speask to Francts?'—he just
leaped toward me— “"Why, my boy!”
And he was wringing my armm with
one hand while the other clasped my
shoulder. "My de-eear boy—why,
Lightnut!® By Jove, he
gushed! “You're not joking now, are
you?” He peered anxiougly Into my
face, “No, by George, 1 beliove you
really mean I1t!" And he went to
pumping like mad, “How awlully
good of you—sell-sacrificiug s the

and—er—by the

word! Are you qulte sure you don't
mind 2"
“Mind?" By Jove, 1 think I looked

what 1 felt at such a dashed silly
question,

“Waell! well! well! My dear young
friend!” And oh, he went on in the
most disgusting way—why, dash it,
vou would have thought I was doing
him some favor! |1 guessed, though,
that It was the usual custom, but it
geomed rum—for I should have
thought that in giving your daughter
away, you put the thanks up to the
other fellow. But Pugsley says the
rule varies—quite often varies! Any-
how, [ felt go gratified that I had tak-
en the honorable course and spoken
to her father—understand so many do
not at all, you know, As It was, it
gave me quite & comfortable glow of
pride, and I reflected how much bet-
ter it always i1s to follow the Wwise
dlctates of your what's-its-name!

“py Jovae!™ I thought, as 1 nodded
and smiled back, “1 wonder what ha
would say if he knew that Franees
and I are already engaged!”

CHAPTER XXIIL,

The Famlly Black Sheep.

Presently 1 got in & word:

“Then judge, 1 have your permis-
glon to speak to Frances?”

vparmission?” He lifted his hands
and eyes, “You certalnly have, my
boy—don't 1 make it clear? Why,
I'm simply delighted—and grateful—
oh, so gratefvl to you!”

And, by Jove, he meant it—there
was no mistaking hig fervency! Bu:
it mnde me feel Hke & sllly ass, you
know. Custom or no custom, It just
made me @ bit nifty to think her
tather would speak this way. Might
be good form, but it appeared rotten
taste—lots of things seem that way,
dash it! Suggested this to Pugsley
once, but lie was o devilish shocked
couldn't eat his Iuncheom—wasn't able
to fetch s dashed word for four houra!

“Why, Lightaut,” he dropped to &

almost |

chalr, leaning forward, with shimisg
eyes, “you can't possibly know wigat
this means just at this time! Whe, If
you hadp't offered to speak to Fran-
cis, it's not likely that any one else
ever "

J“ﬁd 1 ejaculated, shoclted.

“Who would want to?"
‘ﬂmw horribly.

“Oh, I say now!" I protested warm-
Iy. f

“My boy, I tell you I lnow—you
don't!™ He lifted his hand eloguently,
deflecting the corners of his mouth—
oh, sueh 2 way! “No, siree, I tell you
there's not another llving men would
dare chance It!" Iile threw himself
backward, pufiing his cheeks at me
and walling his eyes rrightfully. “In
fact, hérenbouts—where Francls {s
known, there have been two men—
only sjust two—who ever had the te-
merity to do ft."

“Oh!"™ 1 commented. Wondered It
ong¢ of these was the other chap she
was engaged to,

Ha proceeded Impressively: “One
of these, my dear sir, was cur rector
—a most charming and venerabls old
men, now nearly elghty-three and par-
tlally paralyzed and deaf; lives a
sweet, patient life all alone, you know,
with mo one In the world to care for
him. Well, sir,” he stifftened dramat-
fcally, leveling one finger at me, “do
you think that Franels would even
listen to him?"

Did 17 Well, dagh 1t, did 17

But I trled to mumble something
polite.

“"And then—" he puffed as he re
lighted his cigar, “there's Jack's chaul.
feur, you know."

“Hh, Jack's—what's that?" 1 gripped
the arme of my chair,

“Yes," he nodded, “Jack's chauf-
feur, ©Oh, 1 was so disappointed at
the result of his effort!” The old
gentleman slipped back in his chalr
with a slgh. “Francls just swore at
him, you know!"

"By Jove!” | managed to get out—
and d_vel, som how, 1 was devilizh
[ pleRsad aboumat.

“Nou eec?"' And he spread out his
hands. “Absolutely no sense of ap-
preciation, you observe; and it had
segmied such a splendid chance! You
se@ they had been so intimate—oh,
are still, 'for that matter.”

I caught my brenth, “In—irtimate!”
I stammered. “You don't mean Fran-
ces and this chauffeur?”

“Oh, yes," carelessly; "Scogiins 1s
all rlght; wvery superior young man
for his positlon—fond of Francig, you
know, and T really think has great in-
fluence.” He puifed complacently an
instant. *Fact 18, they are always to-
gether when Francls {8 home’—pulf
~“motoring, boating, or else off some.
where camping together.”

“Wha-at—what's that—not camp-
ing?" I'looked at bim aghast. “Ob,
come now, judge—really you don't
mean that, do you—not camping to-
gether®t

I spoke excitedly, but he just stared
ot me with an expression of blank sur-
prise '

“En? Why, certainly, my dear boy
—for weeks at a time—and why not?”
His shift manifested some Impatience,
“Pshow, Lightnut,” he growled, flick-
fng his ash, “what's the odds—why ba
so partieular? T don't mind!*” He
Jammed his hands Into his trousers
pockets 111 It seemed he would go
through ‘them. “I tell you, I'm giad
I'm demporatic!”™

“Oh!"™'T uttered, seeing a light.

S0 that was ft!' Well, In any case,
I knew pow that I was a republican,
by Jove! Never dld know belore
what [ was and It was a devillsh re
lief to find out. Hall made up my
mind, theén and there, 1 would vote
nert elaction—never had, you know;
few of our set ever did. Pugsley, for
one, hold it to be doubtful form.

“Bright, self-made young man,” I
caught a8 | came back. By Jove, he
wns stlll talking about that benstly
chauffear! “Such fite morals, you
know.”

“Oh, dash it, yes!”™ Amnd I think
this must have been when 1 broke the
corner out of & filling.

“That wans why I was so sorry he
falled with . rancls,” bhe continued res
gretfully; “but you may succeed bat-
tar—oh, I don’t know but what it wii!
do Just ag well!™ -

“Thanks—er—awtully!” [ mub
mured weakly.

“0Oh, I think so—oh, yés!” He bobbed
his head as though he were guite re
rigned to it—then went on thought
fully;

“And anyhow, If Francls finds you
are in deadly earnest, why i{t—" His
volce dropped off musingly: “Well, I
believe that would make 1t easler—
oh, lots sasler fop Scoggins.”

1 blinked & littie with my free eye,

(10 BE CONTINUED.)

Damage by Lightning,
Lightning does most damage In
level, open country. A town or aity,
with Its numerous p ons and
wires, 18 comparatively ekampt

And ne

principle, and
- glous principles, are. 8 gmxhr

| traawnre than dite,. Bamehod ae Gtk
It seems that all great principles have |
made their way up over qcvu..rmm #

lives of martyrs in the t. ‘The

pathway of American history s writ-
ten In the blood and sacrifice of the
fathers from Plymouth Rock to now;
80 of the Church. The torture and
the stake have been the steps to the
Ireedom of rellgion from the shackles
of religlous tyranny. What a wonder-
ful path the path of history is! When
8 man or a womsan loves principle
more than self or life, there will be
an effort to establish 1. Had not the
founders of our State snd Church

atgod for the principles of free gow.

ernmont and consclentious action In
religlon, nelther our present glorious
State or Christian eclvilization would
ever have been atiained.

Religlon 18 mnothing without the
truth, - Ancient history shows that
all teaching, philosophy and worship
were falge and wvain without revela.
tlon. All the progress of modern
times In the greatest natlons of the
world i due to the presence and spirit
and Influence of the truth of revelation
and of the Gospel of Jesus Christ. 8o,
when this 1§ committed to us with this
injunction, “Go ye into all the world,”
It s not for us to question expense,
labor or results. Our work and mis-
slon I8 to act. This refers to women
as well as to men. And, indeed, thia
experience s essential to the develop-
ment of a true disciplineship In each
individual man or woman. Hence we
urge upon laymen and laywomen te
ldentlfy themselves with this mnobla
cause. Iirst, for the sake of the
truth, for the sake of the kingdom of
God, that it may be spread abroad
upon the whole earth. And then, see-
ond, for the reflex Influence upon
yourself, This kind of work is ne-
cossary for the development of the
truest kind of a religious spirit. It
we are not working for others or for
the kingdom, we grow selfish and dim-
inlsh our personal enjoyment of rell
glon.

Barrlers to Sugtess.

Activity is as essential in religlion
a8 In physical and mental growth,
Loving Hfe and loving self 1s our
greatest barrler to success in all un.
dertakings, and as well in religion
Had our fathers and mothers in the

life: of the Christian chutch .op.af the ||

State loved their lives more than the

‘principles for which they stood, what |
would have become of civil and rell- |

glous liberty? Now we can look all
the way back to Abraham, Moses, the
prophets, and apostles, and coming
down through centurles we find along
the pages of history the lives ol salnta,
patriots and martyrs that went out on
the altar of principle. Men and women
of the twentieth century, the principla
s the same, We must take an active
part in the development of charscter,
patriotism, church work, and thae
spread of the Gospel if we are to sava
the nations, the Cb:lstian church, and
even our own livis. Principle must
be elevated over life,

This Is the grealest and most mo-
mentous age in history. If we are
ever golng to mave the world, It must
be now. Over the graves of patriots,
heroes, prophets, martyrs, apostles and
misglonaries may be written these
words: “They loved not their lives
unto death. Patriote bleeding, wound.
ed, suffering and thirsty and faint lay
all day and night on the battledeld or
behind prison walls that you might en.
joy a goodly country and a prosperous
and bhappy life and home, BSalints and
martyrs have gone to death with songs
and prayers on their lips that you and
I and coming generaticns might have
the truth.

Bhall we not be true to these things? | _
Bhall we not maintain thls noble char
gcter a8 a sacred heritage? This i
iL. measure of heroes and saintg.
Thise are the men and women who
have made history. They are the an-
cestors other natlons and ages warship
g deity. Shall not we stand, thenm,
where they stood and for the same
thing for whieh they stood? Shall not
we join the great Christian forees, and
start on in fhis splendid 1ife? ‘Wil
we let all of this burden fall on others?
Shall the work ceuse, or will we rally
to the rescue? What Is your response
today? Morals, truth, religion and the
world need the misslanary spirit more
than anything else. We neei it In so-
clety, politics, the world and the
churegh, And perhaps more than all in
the individual heart and In the home.
We must guleken the Christlan church
and its members until they reach the
spirit of sacrifice and of forgetting of
gelf. Men and women who will rep.
resent great religious Interesta ang
gtand for them in the great moral and
religious {ssues of this century, are
n..g'u.—an. J. M. Relmensnyder,
D.

God's Handiwork,

The “very gosd" of the craation weel |

was not God's lust verdlct upon his
work, but this: “Thin Iz my beloved
Bon in whom I am well pleased.” God
is better eatisfled with Jesus than he
evar could have been with Adam, And

m&hmwmozu.mm >
Almighty  mennt 1t to be; hut ]

First Soclety Queen--What! Divorced
again? :

Becond Soclety Queen—Well, dear,
one must keep up appearances.

Simple Explanation.

To illustrate a point that he was
making—that his was the race with a'
Tuttire and' not a race with a past—
Booker T. Washington told this little.
story the other day.

He was standing by his door one
morning when old Aunt Caroline went
by.

“Good morning, Aunt Caroline,” he
sald. “Where are you golng this morn-

Ing?"
‘Lawzea, Mista' Wash'ton,” she
replied. “I'se done been whar ['se

gwine."—Kansas Clty Star.

The Helriwom.

A Pittgsburg. drummer in a small
town dropped into a place to get a bite
to eat. The pluce looked familiar, but
he didn't know the proprietor.

“Been running this place long?" in-
qulred the drummer,

“No; 1 just inherited it from my fa-
ther.”

“Ah, yes. I knew him. I recogniza
this old cheese sandwich on the coun-
ter”

TESTIMONY
OF FIVE WOMEN

Proves That Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Com-
pound Is Reliable.

Reedville, Ore.—*‘1 can tru‘}y recoms

mend Lydfa E, Pinkham’s Vegetable

Compound to all women who are r ndg

t.hrough the Change of Life, as it mi

jmre] me & well woman nftar

suffering three

— Mre.” MARY ocm,

Reedville, Oregon.

“%Iiw Orleana,thl'..u.—h
en passin mug

f the Chmm'-

troubled with hot ‘ﬁash(i:i

weak and dizzy spells a

i yﬂ?n:he. Iwas notfitfor

Ing until I took Ly-
dia E. nkham s Vege-
table Compound which
proved worth its weight
g ingold tome,"' -~ Mra. GAs-

TON Bronpeau, 1641 Po-
B lymnia St., New Orleans,
Mishawaka, Ind.~* Wo-
8 men pu%mE through the
8 Changre of Life can take
2y not.hin better than Lydia

i E. Pinkham’s Vegetable

Compound. 1 an recom-
mendingittoallmyfriends
4 hecauac of \‘- hat it |]QS
done for me. "’~-Mrs. CHAS.
BAUER, 528 E. Marion St.,
i Mmhawa.ka. Ind,

i Alton Station, Ky.-“For
months 1 suffered from
troublesin cnnsequenre of
my age and thoug
could not live, Lydia E.
Pinkham’s V egetablo
Compound made me well
and I want other Buﬂ'em\g
5 women to know about it,
'lmm Mrs, EMMA BAILEY, Alton
id Station, Ky.

Deisem, No. Dak, — I was passing
throug;x ébanga of Lﬂ'e and fe?
eould not sleep and was v
nemus Lydia E. Pmkgam 's Vegetabla
und restored me to perfect health
n.nd would not be without it.""—Mra.
F. M. 'I‘aom. Deisam. No. Dak.

Make the Liver
Do its Duty

Nine times in ten when the liver is
right the stomach and bowels are right.
CARTER’S LITTLE T,
LIVER PILLS

—

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
Genuine must bear Signature
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